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So we here at WBO-R are broke. Sure, 
we are still broadcasting live everyday at 
91.1 FM and on the web at http://studorgs. 
bowdoin.edu/wbor/, but that’s only because 
Bowdoin pays our utility bills. We threw 
our entire concert budget, the vast major- 
ity of our discretional funds and every last 
penny we could find in the station couches 
into bringing three of the biggest up and 
coming bands in America to campus last 
fall, The Secret Machines, Autolux, and 
The Moving Units. These guys are so hot 
that when fellow WBOR manager Sarah 
Moran trekked down to New York to see 
their amazing show again, she ran into 
none other than David Bowie backstage. 
Not only do Sarah and Bowie love these 
bands, but apparently most of the major 
concert curators respect them as well, since 
both The Secret Machines and Autolux are 
involved in one or more of the biggest fes- 
tivals, which we give brief synopses of on 
page [xx] right next to the giant ad for Bart 
and Greg’s DVD Explosion....which brings 
me back to my original point: WBOR is 
seriously strapped. As a result we have 
sold out to corporate America...or at least 
the upstanding businessmen at Bart and 
Gregs. Whatever you do, be sure to check 
out the articles on corporate rock on pages 
[xx and xx]. And this time we actually 
included my dad’s octopus drawing [x]. 
Enjoy Flip Your Shit, your summer, and 
the rest of your life. Maybe I'll catch you 
at a concert at First Ave sometime. 


- Cory Hiar, Senior Editor 
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My 8 Bits 


Chris Felax 


It seems lately that less is more. There’s a cur- 
rent trend in pop and indie music that incorporates 
your old grade school pastime into your latest au- 
dio experience. Who knew that the soundtrack for 
the little Italian guy breaking bricks, hopping into 
and out of pipes, and jumping on turtles’ backs 
would become de rigeur. Nerds unite! What was 
cool, then wasn’t, is now cool again. Go figure... 

The latest “it” thing is 8-bit music. Bits mean- 
ing tonal music, for example your old Casio SK-1, 
a quick game of Super Mario Brothers, or that an- 
noying holiday card that plays Jingle Bells when 
you open it. Each note is a single 
tone (think of early ringtones that 
Hack- 

and 


played Beethoven’s Ninth). 


ers, fiends, dork geniuses 


madmen are ripping, modding, 
cutting, slicing and fragging their 
old Atari 2600s, Amigas, Nin- 
tendos and Gameboys to pilfer 
their now-antique circuitry, code 
and hardware. They code new 
programs to emulate these basic 
sound architectures, plug them 
into keyboards, computers, 
laptops and Gameboys and then 
recreate Ms. Pacman’s lost 
symphony like the Re-Anima- 
tor on crizzack. 

Not 
whistle? It used to 


sound basic, but now musicians are programming 


8-bit 
Sounds pretty basic, huh? 


whetting your 


complex synthonies and adding techno glitz and 
indie schlitz to the mix. These blips and bleeps are 
creeping their way into more and more mainstream 
songs lately. Even Beck has an entire EP with 8- 
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bit remixes of songs from his recent album Guero 
by the hottest underground tone freaks. Some 
bands mix analog and digital, creating a seri- 
ously neu sound while kickin’ it old school like 
Totally 


Rad, Injury, and other experimental outfits boast 


Zach and Slater in baggy zebra pants. 


song titles like “Mike Tyson’s Punchout,” “Super 
Mario Brothers (OC Remix)”, and “Turtle Eggs 
and Mumblety Pegs.” True 8-bit bands, like Paza, 
8 Bit Weapon, Nullsleep, 8bitpeoples, Bit Shifter, 
Glomag and Twilight Electric create solely toney 
tunes that sound like you’re shining it on while 

checking your neon Swatch as you’re playing 
Rad Racer before the Head of 
the Class season finale comes 
It’s creative, dif- 
Who 
thought your old Gameboy would 


on at 8 pm. 
ferent, and damn clever. 


be the hot instrument of choice? 
Hacked to play songs, you can 
push Up-Up-Down-Down-Left- 
Right-Left-Right-B-A and you'll 
get 30 funky notes rather than 30 
extra lives. 

So where did this chip music 
come from? I’m guessing the 
speedy proliferation of download- 
able ringtones has a bit part (sorry, 
couldn’t resist) in all this. People 
are digging their little packaged 


Chris Felax 


tiddies of quick snippets and 50 Cent 
Candy Shop bleep-bleep bling-bling ring ring 
It’s on the 
radio, on our phones, in our heads. It’s finally 


song sizzamples. It’s everywhere. 


art imitated by imitation art through a dusty car- 
tridge on your NES or that sticky button on your 


joystick (did I just say that?) It’s no surprise that 
Beck and his ilk are sampling those simpler notes 
while pushing that blurry musical line further and 
further. When will we get samples of sampled 
songs that have been remixed and sampled again? 
Sooner than Mario and Luigi can get 5-up for 


stomping koopa ass! 


Check out some sweetly radical sites for your 
8-bit intro: 

www.8bitpeoples.com 

www.8bitweapon.com 

www.retarddisco.com, 

www.ocremix.org. 


Is Rock Dead? 
Alice Lee 


A few weekends ago, I was caught in the crossfire 
of an argument between two of my friends about 
what music we should be listening to. One friend 
was opting for danceable Top 40 songs, while the 
other was requesting some well-known 90’s rock. 
The argument culminated in the comment “It’s 
because of kids like him that rock died,” but the 
significance of this statement was lost in the strains 
of Avril Lavigne’s “Sk8er Boi.” Ever since then I’ve 
been wondering whether there was some truth to that 
idea. Is rock actually dead, and if so, when did it 
die? 

One argument, posed by Mike Igoe, vocalist for 
campus band The Spins, portrays rock to have been 
irrevocably interred for many years. After listing (in 
his opinion) the most influential rockers of the past 
century, John Lennon, Janis Joplin, Jimi Hendrix, 
Chris Cornell, and Kurt Cobain, he frankly pointed 
out that, with the exception of Chris Cornell, they 
were all dead. Of course, this perspective does not 
take into account the possible emergence of yet 
another great rock vocalist; however, one cannot 
help but be slightly convinced (as well as terribly 
depressed.) 

Eric Worthing, station manager at WBOR, ar- 
gued that, in fact, rock was most certainly not dead. 
He attributed the resurgence of the rock movement 
after its suppression in the late 90’s to the example 


set by The Strokes. In his opinion, The Strokes set 
the standard for rock bands today by integrating 
their music into popular culture. Whether or not The 
Strokes were the pioneers of the popularization of 
rock, the trend is widespread today. Bands such as 
Green Day, Modest Mouse, and The White Stripes 
are MTV material these days- bands well-known to 
even those who pay minimal attention to the music 
scene. To see the popularization of rock, we need go 
no further than the nearest Hot Topic- rock has gone 
from being defined by angst, anger, and nasty guitar 
riffs to a sparkly pink word on a black tank top. 

To truly investigate the question, we have to first 
identify what is meant by “rock,” because the term 
has been around since the days of Elvis (whose own 
death seems to be just as controversial). For my pur- 
poses, I’m going to bracket the late 80’s, early 90’s 
Seattle grunge movement, which sparked the forma- 
tion of bands that can be said to be the main influ- 
ence behind the rockers of today. Although I myself 
am a Seattleite, I am not selecting this period merely 
because of personal bias. As it turns out, an informal 
poll of a few Bowdoin students showed Cobain with 
a definite lead in the category of most influential 
rocker. I also based my choice on a discussion about 
the best rock musicians/vocalists well known to 
our generation. Chris Cornell of Soundgarden and 
Audioslave, Anthony Kiedis of The Red Hot Chili 

// Continued on page 4 
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Peppers, Kurt Cobain of Nirvana, and Robert Smith of the Cure were mentioned, all of whom emerged in the 
music scene within the specified time period. 

Unfortunately, it must be said that the heyday of grunge is well past. Its spirit was fatally wounded by 
Cobain’s death in 1994, and although it did not die immediately, 11 years later, flannel shirts are associated 
with lumberjacks, not rockers, and pre-ripped jeans are readily available at any of various Freeport outlet 
stores. Hell, Converse was bought out by Nike! 

Despite the passing of grunge (RIP), heroes of that era have not disappeared from the limelight, a point 
well-demonstrated by Cornell, who will release Audioslave’s second album this month. Nine Inch Nails and 
Weezer are also coming out with new albums this spring, and The Red Hot Chili Peppers have come out with 
3 albums and 2 collections since Cobain’s death. Robert Smith of The Cure and Billy Corgan of Smashing 
Pumpkins continue to exert their influence over the music industry...even Cobain made a comeback last year 
with the release of With the Lights Out, a CD set containing previously unreleased tracks, B-sides, and covers 
from throughout the band’s career. 

Based on the widespread resurgence of these traditional rock bands, and the press and popularity they 
continue to generate, I can in no way argue that rock has died completely. Rather, I believe it has suffered 
greatly from stereotyping, exterior influence, and popularization. This is not necessarily a bad thing, but it 
has fundamentally changed the meaning of rock, sometimes to the extent that it is no longer recognizable to 
its most diehard fans. In the words of the movie Almost Famous, “It’s become an industry of cool.” 

These days, it is more and more difficult to have distinct groups (rock, pop, folk, electronic, etc.) into 
which we can divide our music. The genre of rock in particular, has been broken into so many subgroups, 
which each bleed into subgroups of other genres that it is now impossible to find a band that stays true to 
the traditional 90’s rock sound. Instead, we’ve got Indie, alternative, punk, pop-punk, post-punk, rock-pop, 
and all other sorts of hyphenated creations that each retain a morsel of the traditional rock spirit, but have 
morphed into something fundamentally different. 

Exterior influence is a major player in this fractionation. Influences from the UK and Scotland in particular 
have had a distinct effect on rock in the past few years. Coldplay, Radiohead, and Franz Ferdinand are only 
the most significant. Just as importantly, the recent explosion of the Indie scene has created an interesting hy- 
brid- a less guitar-based, more experimental rock. Finally, significant developments in computer software for 
musicians have created a wealth of new sounds that both supplement and replace the traditional complement 
of rock instruments (see the question on musical influences in the interview with Surprise Me Mr. Davis). 

Based on the above observations, the assertion that “Rock is dead” is too harsh a statement. The impres- 
sion to be taken away is that the spirit of rock that existed in the time of Cobain was forced to evolve with 
the times, and to assert itself within popular culture to keep from being lost altogether, even if that meant 
sacrificing some of the ideology that went with the movement. Melissa Heckman, manager of Bowdoin’s 
costume shop, and long-time rock fan expressed it perfectly, “Rock culture died a while ago, but the music 
is still around.” Rock is no longer the mysterious sub-culture for introverts and music freaks, it has become 
a genre available to all. Gone are the times of black lipstick-adorned fans gathering in cult-like masses to 
worship a screaming, tortured guitar idol backed by mostly reverb- they have given way to a rock defined by 
diversity and popular appeal, a rock that grows and changes to keep up with the times, but does not lose its 
energy, nor its life. 
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WANT A WBOR T-SHIRT? 


On Sale In Smith Union E-mail Ted at tpower@ 
Thursday White ink on navy 
12-5 Printed on American Aparel soft, swetshop-free cotton shirts 


Girl and boy cuts 
They will be $10 or less, we haven't decided yet 
We aren’t making too many, so let us know soon! 


M. Ward. Transistor Radio (Merge) jun, Eiji. Kian. Kin.| ~~ (4/5) 


Jesse McCree 


I don’t know anything about the musical background or the 
childhood influences of Matthew Ward, but I’m pretty sure he 
must have grown up listening to old 45 records, and Id bet that 
he probably still does. Maybe it was years pawing through his 
parents’ well-worn collection of Merle Haggard and Townes Van 
Zandt records, or perhaps it was his hours spent at the downtown 
record shop talking to that crotchety old man who convinced him 
to buy a Woody Guthrie single. Either way, it’s clear that Mr. M. 
Ward has spent his fair share of hours with his ears attentively 
positioned next an AM radio or record player, absorbing the pops, 
hisses, and scratches of some of the best folk, country, blues, and 


rock (and perhaps even a half-dozen other genres) released in the 
last half-century. Combine those influences with the uncanny ability to write one’s own striking and catchy 
pop songs and you’ve got something akin to Transistor Radio: a cohesive and stunning album that borrows 
heavily from the aesthetic of authentic Americana music (scratchy 45s, old radios and all), but full of songs 
that are distinctly his own craft. 

Transistor Radio sounds like an anthology of nearly a half-century of Americana music. Listening to 
the album on a pair of headphones or in the car on a long drive evokes snapshot images from the heart-land 
of our country. The subdued acoustic strumming combined with the treated piano and the subtle, 50’s-era 
strings on “Fuel For Fire” would be right at home on a back porch on a Virginia summer evening. Driving 
down the highway on a Georgia night singing along with Ward’s falsetto on the 60’s psych-country number 
“Hi-Fi” would not seem out of place at all. Throughout the album, he dabbles in blues-rock (“Big Boat’), 
Appalachian folk (“One Life Away”), and even an acoustic instrumental of the Beach Boys’ Pet Sounds track 
“You Still Believe In Me,” which opens the album on a decidedly restrained, but beautiful, note. 

One of the most impressive aspects of the album is how Ward is able to bring together various and dis- 
parate musical genres and styles, adopt each of them to fit his own unique style of delivery and songwriting, 
and place them into a cohesive album. Transistor Radio is not a concept album of sorts, at least not lyrically 
// Continued on page 8 
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The One AM Radio, Exquisite Corpse interview by Emily johnson 
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or musically. Lyrically, the song topics range from life on the road, to large boats as metaphors for phallic 
body parts, to the age-old story of unrequited love. Musically, M. Ward spends much of the album dabbling 
in folk, country-and-western, and blues-rock (and perhaps dozens of combinations of them all), mostly with 
great success. Sonically, however, Transistor Radio is a masterpiece of interconnected and organized sound, 
and there is certainly a thematic element to it. On most tracks his voice is pushed to the background, giving 
a treble-y, fragile feel to it. Both his and the background singers’ voices reverberate and echo across the stark 
sonic landscape in many of the tracks. The instruments, particularly the guitars, almost seem as if they add 
a layer of static that surrounds them, keeping them muted and gentle. In general, the album is mixed to have 
an old-style mono sound to the songs, lending the aesthetic that the music is coming from a beat-up transistor 
radio or from an old record player. 

Although it is easy and rewarding to get caught up in the details of sonic peculiarities (particularly when 
they are as decidedly tasteful and unique as this), it should not take away from what makes the album so 
stellar: the songs themselves. Ward’s exceptional last album, Transfiguration of Vincent, proved that he was 
as adept at writing a duet for guitars as he was at writing a3 minute pop song. Transistor Radio is no differ- 
ent. Two songs placed next to each other, “Paul’s Song” and “Radio Campaign” are, quite simply, some of 
the best work Ward has ever produced. In both of these songs, there is little more than a strummed acoustic 
guitar or two, a slide guitar, some subtle percussion, and Ward’s voice front and center. Both of these songs 
also represent a quality that is common on Ward’s albums: short songs (often sub-two minutes) that build 
up steam in a linear, non-repeating fashion until they reach a breaking point, and then promptly burn out as 
quickly as they came. Ward is not really considered to be in the vein of a singer-songwriter, but that does not 
detract from how much the lyrics dominate and add to the songs. On “Radio Campaign” he sings, “What you 
gonna do with your time/ Now you’ve ain’t got time to kill?”, and it somehow makes perfect sense. 

If there is a flaw to Transistor Radio it may lie in the instrumentals that bookend the album, as well as the 
one that is squarely in the middle of the record. Clearly, the covers of the Beach Boy’s “You Still Believe in 
Me”, and J.S. Bach’s “Well-Tempered Clavier” are stellar pieces of guitar work, but they don’t necessarily fit 
very well on the album as a whole. Nevertheless, M. Ward has released the most solid album of his career as 
well as one of the best releases of the year so far. If nothing else, the romanticizing of the “good old days” 
through his “transistor radio” theme makes me want to go back and revisit some of those great old records, 
smoke a few cigarettes, have a few drinks, and soak up all those glorious pops and hisses that make this music 
so endearing. 


Send submissions to alee@bowdoin.edu 
or SU box number 460A 


This issue, along with back issues of Flip Your Shit, can be viewed at 
http://studorgs.bowdoin.edu/wbor/zine.html 


Matisyahu, Live at Stubbs | 27m © "at ° aa © al © Sam (4.5/5) 


George Schlesinger 


For those of you who have not heard, Matisyahu is a Hasidic 
Jew reggae artist who just happens to be blowing up on the music 
scene, especially in the jamband genre. Yes, a Hasidic Jew, com- 
plete with black brim hat (which he eschews for a kipot when he 
stage dives), is a reggae star. He will be playing at the Bonnaroo 
Music Festival, in front of a crowd of 90,000 people. With that 
being said, I was very excited when I recently purchased his latest 
album, a live concert from Austin, Texas on February 19 of this 
year. Live at Stubbs was released to quench the thirst of his grow- 
ing fan base, following up his debut album Shake off the Dust... 
Arise. 


The show starts off with a really funky groove, “Sea to Sea,” 
which has intermittent soulful crooning by Matis. “Chop Em Down,” the second song, finds the band in 
full effect; while rocking out, Matis tells the story of Passover in an incredibly poetic way. He sings, “In 
the spiritual desert things are not what they seem/snakes camouflaged just fit the scene/ Put your faith in 


” 


a mirage it’s just a smoke screen.” Lyrically, Matis has talent, and the reggae-meets religious message is 
not completely out of the ordinary; Rastafarianism draws largely from the Old Testament, and the frequent 
references to Zion display many commonalities to Judaism. 

In “Warrior,” he urges the listener to feel the fire in their soul; “Stream of thought getting caught in the 
klipa, this place is just a shell, external/Egos swell, that one’ll burn ya, we fell a long way down.” He focuses 
on how there is more to life than externalities, even instructing in the middle of the song, a la Trey’s frequent 
narratives in Phish, that “Hasidism explains that everything has an inner essence, an inner soul.” This 
similarity is of no coincidence; Matisyahu, aka Mathew Miller, dropped out of high school to follow Phish 
around the country before traveling to Israel (where he found G-d), and later studied the torah for 10+ hours 
a day at Yeshiva University in Brooklyn. 

Before I had bought the album, my friend sent me a link of Matis performing “King Without a Crown,” 
my favorite song and his most infectious. Like Jah-Jah, the Jamaican god often alluded to, Matis refers to 
“hashem.” Essentially an ode to his deity, Matis says that “you're like water for my soul, when it gets thirsty.” 
The second verse contains some of his most powerful language: “If you’re trying to stay high then you’re 
bound to stay low/You want G-d but you can’t deflate your ego/If you’re already there then there’s nowhere 
to go/If you’re cup’s already full then its bound to overflow.” Once the beat drops after some soulful scat 
singing by Matis, the reggae hits you in your chest, with Aaron Dugan’s (guitar) incendiary solo making 
“King Without a Crown” a classic. 

Other notable moments include “Beat Box,” which features Matis making some Rahzel-esque b-boy 

// Continued on page 12 
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noises. This track also features a cameo from Yanni, a friend of Matisyahu’s and a solid MC. The beat box 
is no joke; you could easily bust out either the robot, the worm, or both. Some other notable songs include 
“Aish Tamid,” which imparts knowledge about the third rebuilding of the temple and the visceral fire, as in 
the Chanukah story, that everyone should have in their daily lives. Overall, Matisyahu and his band in Live 
at Stubbs are incredibly uplifting and talented musicians. Matis even sounds vaguely Jamaican, passing off 
as a veritable Peter Tosh that celebrates Yom Kippur. The message is of such benevolence, and the music is 
bumpin’; I would urge everyone to at least give him a listen. He is the real deal. 
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* (Concert Reviews 


Garbage - Bleed Like Me Tour 
Ben Codauillette 


Experiencing a Garbage concert is somewhat analogous to really good sex. That is to say, it starts out 
very slow and tempting, builds over time, and then crescendos into something that can only be described as 
orgasmic. And then when it’s over, you want more. This comparison, although perhaps slightly cliché, is 
more than appropriate because let’s face it, Shirley Manson is pretty damn hot. Although Garbage is staring 
down its thirteenth year of existence, and Manson her thirty-ninth birthday this August, neither show any 
sign of losing the dominatrix-style seductiveness that makes their live performances so amazing. 

The Garbage stage performance necessarily begins with the sensational combination of good looks and 
Scottish accent that is Shirley Manson. A pale, thin figure with perfectly positioned dark red hair, she stepped 
onto the Avalon stage wearing a small white dress with a heavy leather belt at the waist, fishnet stockings, 
and a hot pair of heels. With heavy eye shadow and long red talons for fingernails, she is flanked on one 
side by the shaved head of guitarist Steve Marker and the suit and sunglasses of Duke Erikson on the other. 
Butch Vig, the man responsible for creating Garbage as well as producing both The Smashing Pumpkins and 
Nirvana, backs the entire performance from behind his drum kit and a pair of Plexiglas shields. 

The band is by now a seasoned group of musical professionals, and they pause for a few seconds to soak 
in the outrageous amount of screaming and fevered anticipation in the room. Shirley smirks for a moment 
before launching into a slow, promising rendition of “Queer,” a single from their first album that personifies 
both their trademark electronic grunge, and the tortured sexual underpinnings in their lyrics. The electronic 
masterpiece “Push It” is next, followed by several songs from their new album Bleed Like Me. In between 


songs, Shirley is in full dominatrix mode- everyone in the building is 
hopelessly in love with her, and she knows it. During songs she stares 
tantalizingly at individual members of the audience and wanders just 
out of arm’s reach on the stage. Only the height of the stage and a 
shoulder-to-shoulder row of thickly muscled bouncers keeps the vast 
majority of those attending from climbing up on the stage in an at- 
tempt to grab her. 

Around the time you start thinking “This can’t possibly get any 
better,’ Shirley, Butch, and company break into their late-nineties hit 
single “I Think I’m Paranoid.” At this point in the performance, the 


// Continued on page 14 


whole back wall of the Avalon explodes into a brilliant display of lights, and the concert catapults itself into 
a whole new stratosphere. Shirley’s immaculately put-together appearance is starting to fall apart, her hair 
is in her eyes and her makeup is beginning to disintegrate. The audience up at the very front, where I am 
standing, is tightly packed, sweaty, and trying to force its way ever closer to the stage. The single “Special” 
follows, accompanied by its original music video shown on four large plasma TV screens set up at the back 
of the stage. Then it is on to a more recent hit “Cherry Lips,” and everything hits a magnificent fever pitch 
with the song “Why Do You Love Me?,” accompanied by both the sensational rear light display and images 
of Shirley striking a series of horrifically seductive poses on the plasma monitors. After a climax like this, 
everything else becomes almost irrelevant, but the callback performance of “Sex is not the Enemy” with 
sexual adjectives flashed on the plasma screens only added to the general aura of amazingness. 

Compared to their previous tour following the release of the album Beautiful Garbage, the band has 
developed much more of a stage act. My first live experience with them was an equally sensational concert 
at the Agora Theatre in Cleveland, Ohio a little over three years ago. While Shirley was equally stunning, 
and the music still incredible, there were no multimedia effects such as the light show or the TV monitors, 
which on the current tour go a long way towards adding yet another dimension to the performance. Although 
she has always carried the musical persona of an S&M queen, Shirley’s stage character has progressed from 
a gorgeous girl who feigned complete surprise at her popularity, to a more mature dominatrix figure who 
knows everyone loves her, and demands the attention. Butch Vig, who is remarkably reclusive for a man who 
had so much to do with the explosion of grunge and alternative rock in the 1990’s has somehow managed 
to become even more recessed, adding a pair of Plexiglas shields in front of his drums and a heavy set of 
headphones as he lurks around the back of the stage. 

Musically, both the live performance and the new album do little to deviate from the tried-and-true 
alternative strains that have been Garbage’s route to success. Bleed Like Me is a little more rock-and- 
guitar-centered, and moves away from the electronic backbone that many of the band’s earlier albums wore. 
Shirley’s voice, which was fairly low to begin with, seems to have dropped another octave and many more of 
her lyrics than before are spoken rather than sung. The words themselves have done little to gravitate from 
the alternative staples of doomed relationships, hostile confrontations, kinky sex, and teenage cutters. While 
some may criticize Garbage for failing to develop or expand their sound, it more than satisfies the faithful, 
and the live show will continue to completely blow the mind of anyone who has the opportunity to experience 
it. 
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Surprise Me Mr. Davis, 3-31-05 
Paradise Rock Club, Boston, MA 
Harry Schnur 


And indeed they did. Coming out with a seamless mix of practically every genre under the sun, Surprise 
Me Mr. Davis was a crowd-pleaser, mind-teaser, and general good time. Opening their energetic set of 21 
songs with a foot-stompin’ rendition of the band’s “I Want to Get to Heaven,” they maintained a consistent 
level of showmanship and musicianship that was clearly rooted in their confidence and their ability and 
personal attachment to the music. Not once did it seem like anyone on stage would rather have been anywhere 
else in the world. Warmed up by the humorous and talented, albeit “different,” opening act Meowskers (with 
Marc Friedman), the audience got much more than they paid for. Surprise Me, consisting of Nathan Moore 
(vocals and guitar), Brad Barr (guitar and vocals), Friedman (bass and synth), and Andrew Barr (drums and 
samples), delivered a set that reinforced the notion that this “side-project” has really come into its own as a 
band. 

Although there was evidence of a variety of influences in their sound, what they played could be described 
(though not very comprehensively) as Folk Adjusted for Inflation. Bluesy, rocky, and folky, their selections 
were a balance of lyrical ingenuity and energetic instrumental precision. Retaining the jazz-rock innovation 
of the Slip and integrating it into Moore’s signature folk, Surprise Me Mr. Davis brought a unique and 
extremely pleasurable brand of art to the table. There seemed to be a sort of time-machine mentality in their 
playing; from their 30s zoot suits to their vintage attitude. While using their own ideas and style, there is a 
clear effort to pay homage to all who came before them. And they do so. Very well. 

Altogether surprising (get it?) and convincing, the foursome ripped through their set like a pack of demons. 
This show had a stronger pulse and rocked a little harder than shows I’ve listened to from a couple years age; 
in fact, they describe the project as “spinning a web of mysterious lyric and verse through the Rock and Roll 
submarine.” Hardest-rocking, I think, was the self-described classic “Holly Would,” after which my socks 
were nowhere to be found. We were fortunate enough to catch a few moments of that song during their sound 
check, until our lack of credentials caused our immediate ejection from the club. Catchy licks, solid rhythms, 
and tasteful and concise solos characterized each song. 

Surprise Me has a kind of informality about it in that it seems like a bunch of friends getting together and 
having a good time, though this doesn’t seem to diminish their precision in the least. They wandered in and 
out of Slip tunes and Moore tunes, although Moore was more heavily represented in this particular show. The 
highlight of songwriting, if I had to pick one, was “The Summer of My Fall,” an upbeat love song (Moore 
admits to girls being a recurring trend in his music) with lyrics that make you step back for a second and 
admire the great work these people do. “Summer,” a brilliant acoustic song before Surprise Me took it into its 
repertoire, is transformed into a bouncy electric ballad, demonstrating the synergy that this band embodies. 

Musicianship was, as always, at a peak. These guys only get better, like a fine wine, or a cheese sandwich 
in the sun...There’s practically nothing to fault them on; each show is a continual exploration of their precision 
and always-improving sense of art. They even turned out to be impressive kazooists on “Hunny,” although 


I’m pretty sure Andrew was faking it. Even so, he turned out a sensible and humorous round of squeaking. 
// Continued on page 16 
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Ah, the versatility! 

The band shifted between all-out rock and upbeat tunes and more subdued, pensive songs littered with 
eerie and thoughtful vocals. “Sometimes There’s Wine,” “Ambrosia Drunk,” and “Back in Fifteen Minutes” 
stand out as particularly encouraging as examples of insightful lyricism and virtuosic songwriting. These 
three have been featured in past Slip sets, but Moore (who penned the lyrics) lends his special blend of rustic 
charm and poetic perspective to them. 

Everyone onstage mixed it up throughout, with Andrew going from more subtle bossa beats on “Cloudy 
Skies” to the reliable rock backbeat on “Everything Must Go” as well as comparable transitions on the part of 
Moore’s vocals and Brad’s and Marc’s playing. The best part about it all is that even within the framework of 
these seemingly straightforward rock songs, elements of all genres weave in and out ingeniously; in “Rubber 
Ball,” Andrew brings in a clave rhythm on his cowbell to complement the subdued funk beat he plays as the 
song’s foundation. Likewise, Brad brings in funky and very innovative licks that reminded me very much of 
the Slip in the bluegrass-y “Sisyphus;” Marc tastefully integrated his experience with spacy experimentation 
into songs where a less interesting player would never think to do so. As far as stage mannerisms and playful- 
ness is concerned, at the end of “Rubber Ball” the quartet simulated Newtonian physics by bouncing their 
fingers and sticks on their instruments accordingly. 

Part of the magic of this show was the intimacy. And yes, that kind of intimacy. The crowd, almost 
as heterogeneous as the music, was attentive and enthusiastic, although I might have just assumed that. It 
seemed to me, at least, that everyone was having as good a time as I was. It was just the right kind of crowded; 
enough to build up some energy, but still room to dance. As testament to the crowd energy, a friend of mine 
rocked so hard that his watch came off. Moore is quite a showman, wryly spouting off beat lines like “I know 
one day Pll die / But not til ’m done livin, and that could take the rest of my life.” Who says that? He’s such 
a hobo. The biggest reaction, in accordance with human nature, came for that song, appropriately entitled 
“Unprotected Sex.” A refreshing affirmation of self-destructive tendencies, the song elicited widespread 
laughter and funkiness. 

Moore and his multi-talented “back-up band” held the undivided attention of the room for close to two 
hours nonstop. From the opener “I Want to Get to Heaven” to the closing “I’m in no Hurry to Get to Heaven” 
(an artistic consideration in itself), the audience was treated to a playful experiment in collaboration that 
showcased endlessly impressive understandings of songwriting and the construction and delivery of good 
music. Taking clarity to a new level, the members of Surprise Me Mr. Davis seem to have broken into a new 
and exciting chapter in their respective histories, with us as the lucky beneficiaries. Merriment and joviality 
were had by all, as well as plenty of maniacal gyration and extreme rockin. I strongly encourage anyone 
who’s ever enjoyed Bob Dylan, James Brown, Nick Drake, Jefferson Airplane, Tortoise, The Band, Jim 
Croce, Royal Fingerbowl, Traffic, Modest Mouse, Elliot Smith, Elton John, David Grisman, Frank Zappa, 
Robert Johnson, Hot Tuna, Tom Petty, The Velvet Underground, Wilco, Sam Cooke, Buddy Guy, or Ray 
Charles to check out this group the next time they’re in town. 
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Surprise Me Mr. Davis Interview 
Paradise Rock Club, Boston, MA 


Some say that too many cooks ruin the stew. Surprise Me Mr. Davis is the antithesis of this 
statement. Consisting of the ever inventive Boston trio The Slip and folk master Nathan Moore, 
Surprise Me Mr. Davis writes some of the most provocative and elegantly phrased music out today. 
The band was born one winter when Moore was unexpectedly snowed in with the Slip for ten days. He 
happened to have just installed some new recording software on his computer and, with nothing else 
to do the musicians really only had one option, recording. The mix of Moore’s poetic folk and The 
Slip’s dynamic and progressive sound resulted in an album that everyone should have. Funny at times, 
strange and beautiful at others, it seems a miracle that Surprise Me can incorporate so much talent and 
influence into a seamless package. Luckily, they are also really nice guys, and agreed to grant our 
humble publication an interview right before they kicked off their all too short northeast tour. 


FYS- How does the creative process of Surprise Me Mr. Davis happen? 

Brad- In terms of this band, we are all friends. We try and play mostly music characteristic of this 
band (Surprise Me Mr. Davis) which is either songs that Nathan has come up with that he may not 
play in his other band or songs we wrote together or, well, there are a couple of Slip songs that, sort 
somehow seem to fit, but I’d say the majority of the music, probably 75 or 80% is music that we have 
written together that Nathan has procured and we have embellished upon. We’ve never really talked 
about any specific direction. We just play in a style that is Mr. Davis songs, and we all agree what Mr. 
Davis would have. 


FYS- Why is Surprise Me a necessary outlet, instead of moving The Slip in a different direction? 
Nathan- So we can get paid to hang out together. 

Brad- There is certainly some truth to that. 

Nathan- As an artist I am always inspired to do new...everytime I hang out with these guys and we 
come up with a few new songs, they always help give me a new take on songwriting and it just works. 
Brad- It is inspiring just getting to hang out and go on the road, its not something we normally get 
to do and also feeling that there are a lot of people that might not get to hear his (Nathan’s) songs 
otherwise. 

Nathan- Especially in the Northeast. 

Brad- It’s also cool for us to have the opportunity to feel like a backup band, put on suits and walk out 
there like we’re the band. The first tour was very much | like that, with Nathan being the front man, 
the voice. We definitely in our minds developed a whole, role or character play for ourselves which is 
kinda cool. Its great as a musician to have the option to do that, you don’t always have to go out there 
and try and be yourself all the time, there is a certain amount of theater that can come into play on a 
stage and its all music we love and music that I stand behind, but it also at times can feel a little like 
a character that you have to play. Its kinda nice to be able to do the traveling gypsy band type thing 
a little. 


FYS- What sort of direction do you see yourselves moving in with the Slip and Surprise Me? 

Brad- For me it’s a lot about trying to, and I credit Nathan a lot for this, hanging out with him and 

him being such a strong songwriter, it was about writing songs that have that sort of immediacy and 

emotional quality on their own. It doesn’t mean being up on stage and searching for a 15-20 minute 

improv jam. We have been improvising for a long time, whether in jazz or fusion type rock and I think 

just suddenly it became a new challenge for me. 

Andrew- We want to make it the same thing, that feeling of improvising and reaching those depths 
// Continued on page 20 
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of creating music on the fly, that feeling that that has, can we take that then into this world of shorter 
songs, and make that very alive and playful. I was thinking that last night we played a pub that we 
often play at where there is a lot of improvised music. Last night we played with Nathan and I was 
thinking that it’s a very similar feeling where he is wearing his heart on his sleeve and your responding 
and reacting yet there’s also this whole song and story being told. For me as a drummer its trying to 
marry those worlds of songs and keeping everything spontaneous and exciting. 

Brad- We address more of our actual roots, the music we grew up on, the Stones, AC/DC, Zeppelin, 
Dylan, all great song writers. You look over their albums and you can identify with each song, even if 
they are only 4 or 5 minutes long, and that is what makes those bands great. We want to try to leave a 
mark like that, at least that is where the Slip has been going. 


FYS- Who would you say are your musical influences? 

Nathan- There is something that happens that’s really cool, without even thinking about it, just hang- 
ing out with people their art inspires you. You soak it up like a sponge and it changes you, just from 
hanging out together. You don’t necessarily need to say, “Oh, I want to play like Brad,” and learn riffs. 
Just hanging out with him for a week I soak some of it up and all of the sudden my fingers will start 
acting a little different. The sponge effect. 

Brad- Being influenced by your friends is probably one of the best things you could ever hope for. 
There’s also a very vibrant and inspiring indy rock scene going on right now. I always am stumped 
by this question because there is so much, from Malayan griote acoustic guitar to Moroccan stuff to 
classical to industrial noise rock, Lightining bolt. 

Nathan- Its almost easier asking what influences you don’t have so you can say, “I don’t want to do 
that.” 


FYS- So is there anything you wouldn’t ever want to do? 
Nathan- I can’t rap I know that. I’ve tried. 


FYS- What is in your CD player right now? 

Nathan- It’s an iTunes world, but that band we were talking about, Arcade Fire, they’re great. 

Brad- We’ve actually been listening to ourselves a lot, we’ve been in the studio, listening to that 
stuff. 


FYS- New Surprise Me album? 
Brad- No, but that’s coming, before 2025. There’s a new Slip record about half done that we have 
been working on. I want to say at least one thing that I’ve been listening to, other than ourselves. Oh, 
Yankee Hotel Foxtrot a lot, just being in the studio right now, that was a really...well they really went 
for it on the production of that. 


FYS- Would you say the new album is moving in a direction that puts a greater emphasis on songwrit- 
ing? 

Brad- The idea is to write some songs that can have a straight up feel with a lot of abstract elements. 
A tight quick song that feels really good, or dark, but has some feeling to it, sort of straight ahead but 
also abstract, either with a strange loop underneath or lyrically a little bizarre. 


FYS- What inspires your lyrics? 

Brad- Usually some sort of lesson to myself or the world, something I want to send out there but I’m 
sort of limited in that sense. 

Nathan- | can relate to that, just giving yourself a good piece of advice that you need to hear, it usually 
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turns out to be pretty universal, which is nice. For most of my life it was girls, and trying to impress 
girls, but then politics took over for a little while and now I’m back to girls. 


FYS- Any advice in the girl department? 

Nathan- God no. Don’t ever take any advice in the girl department. I have also always loved words, 
there’s something that happens when I read a good poem, a feeling. To achieve that feeling myself is 
very exciting. I can’t really describe it, its what makes a line great. A lot of my hero’s I think have the 
same sort of inspiration, a poet appreciation. Leonard Cohen, Bob Dylan, Tom Waits, all want their 
lyrics to read like poetry, to be great lines. What makes a line great? 


(At this point, us two college freshmen interviewers were suitably overwhelmed by the sheer presence 
of the musicians we were interviewing and felt inclined to sit back and just process things for a mo- 
ment. That’s when good fried Harry Schnur decides to ask the question that he has been pondering 
for quite a while. 


FYS- Who’s your favorite Beatle? 
(We apologize to Surprise Me Mr. Davis for that one.) 
-Interview by Zach Tcheyan and Zach Roberts, Article By Zach Tcheyan 


Special thanks to Brad and Andrew Barr, Marc Friedman, Nathan Moore, and Frogville Re- 
cords (Check them out at www.frogvilleplanet.com for more on Nathan Moore, the Surprise 
Me Mr. Davis cd and lots of other great music). For more information on The Slip visit www. 
theslip.com) 
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CONCERT CALANDER 


Savants- Middle 
East Gang of 4- 
Avalon 


TT's 


Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday 
1 2 3 4 5 6 7 
Prefuse 73- Pearl | Jurassic 5- Lupo's | Mars Volta- Lupo's 
St. Snoop Dogg- Mass Hysteria, Go 
DCU Center Jimmy Go, 
Supersuckers- Debonaires, The 
Middle East Harmonics- Middle 
East 
8 9 10 11 12 13) 14 
The Mountain Kathleen Edwards,| Machineheads- Ted Leo+ The Stereo Total- TT's | The Explosion- |Harry + the Potters 
Goats- Middle East| Mary Gauthier- Lupo's Sting- Pharmacists- Pearl] NIN- Orpheum New} Middle East NIN- Middle East Ben 
Weezer- Avalon lron Horse CCCC Mars Volta- St. Aqualung- York Dolls- Avalon Orpheum DJ Folds- Avalon Ted 
Avalon Paradise Crystal Spooky's Drums Leo, Apollo 
Method- Axis Black of Death- Middle |Sunshine- Pearl St. 
Crowes- Orpheum East Matt Pond PA- TT's 
15) 16 17 18 19 20 21 
British Sea Power,| Stereophonics- | Social Distortion- Bright Eyes, The Hot Hot Heat, 
Feist, The Bon Paradise Lupo's Monade- Faint- Lupo's Head Automatica- 


Doves- Avalon 
Bruce Springsteen 
Orpheum Various 
bands- Middle East 


Pearl St. Dave 
Brubeck- Berklee 
Perf. Ctr. Snow 
Patrol- Avalon 


Avalon 


Avalon 


22 23) 24 25) 26 27 28 
Rilo Kiley, Nada _ |Rilo Kiley- Pearl St.|The Decemberists-| Sum 41-Lupo's Pinback, Dudley Dick Dale- Middle 
Surf- Avalon Hot Hot Heat- Asylum The Decemberists-| Corp.- Paradise East 


Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday 
2 3 4 
Kraftwerk- Sam Prekop, 
Hammerstein James Yorkston- 
Ballroom Middle East 
5 6 9 10 11 
Scout Niblett, The Killers- Lupo's| Spoon- Paradise Stevie Nicks- LCD Pietasters- Middle | Edwin Mckaine- 
Electrelane, Spoon, The Tweeter Three Soundsystem, MIA; East MIA, Diplo- Paradise 
Neptune, Breaker | Clientele- Pearl St. Doors Down- Avalon Kaki King- Pearl St. Ditty 
Breaker- Middle Tweeter lron Horse Enon- Bops- TT's 
East TT's 
2 gq 16 17 78 
The List Exists, Mouse on Mars- Santana- Tweeter | Tom Petty, Black 
Ulysses, The Museum of Fine Center Crowes- Tweeter 
Shills- Middle East Arts Center Iron & 
Wine- Lupo's 
19) 21 22 23 24 25 
Collective Soul- Comets on Fire- Alkaline Trio- Oasis- Tweeter Ted Leo & the 
Avalon TT's Avalon The Center Addison Pharmacists, 
Mammals- Iron Groove Project- |Spitzz- Sommerville 
Horse Paradise Theater Deff 
Leppard- Verizon 
Arena 
26 27 28) 29) 30 
New Porn- Deff Leppard- 
ographers- Pearl CCCC James 
St. Taylor- Tweeter 


The Late Summer Concert Calender 


July: 

7/7- Four Tet at the Iron Horse 

7/9- Yo La Tengo at MassMOCA 

7/15- Dinosaur Jr. at the Avalon 
Ozzfest at the Tweeter Center 

7/16- The Bret Rosenberg Problem, UV Protection, 
Raymond, The Sterns at the Middle East 


August: 

8/6- Coldplay at the Tweeter Center 

8/20- Allman Bros. at the Tweeter Center 
8/26- Steve Miller Band at the Tweeter Center 


SUMMER MUSIC FESTIVALS 


Sasquatch! 

The Gorge Amphitheatre 

George, Washington 

May 28 
http://www.hob.com/tickets/festivals/sas- 
quatch/2005/ 

Sasquatch stage: Pixies, Wilco, Arcade Fire, Bloc 
Party, Kanye West, Modest Mouse, and (Maine’s 
very own) Ray LaMontagne 

Wookie stage: the Frames, A.C. Newman, Joanna 
Newsom, the Dears and Menomena 

Yeti stage: a collection of mostly Washington-based 
bands 


Endfest 14 

White River Amphitheater 

Auburn, Washington 

June 4 

http://1077theend.com 

Social Distortion, Queens of the Stone Age, Interpol, 
Hot Hot Heat, Stereophonics, Ash, The Bravery, 


24 


Kaiser Cheifs, The Ceasers, Kasabia, Tegan and 
Sarah, Pretty Girls Make Graves, Vendetta Red, The 
Lashes, Aqueduct, Mountain Con, RazRez 


Bonnaroo Music & Arts Festival (starring Bowdoin’s 
own Professor Bisbee and friends) 

Manchester, Tennessee 

June 10-12 

http://www.bonnaroo.com/2005/ 

Widespread Panic, Dave Matthews Band, Jack John- 
son, the Allman Brothers Band Trey Anastasio’s Late 
Night Show, Ratdog with Bob Weir from the Grate- 
ful Dead, Herbie Hancock’s Headhunters, Modest 
Mouse, Jurassic 5, My Morning Jacket, De La Soul, 
Iron & Wine, (Mainer) Ray LaMontagne, (WBOR 
buddies) Secret Machines, Toots & the Maytals, Saul 
Williams, Mouse On Mars, Ozomatli, RjD2, Rilo 
Kiley and M. Ward 


Music Midtown/VIBE MusicFest 

Atlanta, Georgia 

June 10-12 

http://www.musicmidtown.com/ 

Midtown: Lou Reed, (the one good band A-board 
brought) Robert Randolph, Def Leppard, Tom Petty, 
White Stripes, Interpol, Pixies, Bloc Party, the Kill- 
ers, Maximo Park, Louis XIV, Slim Thug, Common, 
Black-Eyed Peas, Biz Markie, Whodini, Doug E. 
Fresh, and Slick Rick 
http://216.105.98.54/musicfest// 

VIBE: Kanye, T.L, Big Boi, and Ludacris. Also 
rumored to be onboard are Trillville, David Banner, 
Ciara, Lil Jon, Three 6 Mafia, and 8Ball & MJG 


Intonation Festival (only $10 per day!!!) 
Pulaski Park 


Chicago, Illinois Lollapalooza (barring cancellation) 

July 16-17 Grant Park 

http://www. intonationmusicfest.com/ Chicago, Hlinois 

The Decemberists, the Fiery Furnaces, the Wrens, July 23-24 

Broken Social Scene, Death From Above 1979, Out — http://www.lollapalooza.com/ 

Hud, A.C. Newman, Magnolia Electric Co., Four Tet, Pixies, Dinosaur Jr., Death Cab for Cutie, Blonde 

Xiu Xiu, Andrew Bird, the M’s, and the Go! Team Redhead, The Walkmen, Arcade Fire, and M83, 
Widespread Panic, Cake, Dashboard Confessional, 
and G. Love & Special Sauce, Billy Idol, Digable 
Planets 


Portland: Boston: + Paradise Rock Club 
+ The Big Easy + The Middle East 967 Commonwealth Ave 
55 Market St. 472 Mass. Ave., www.thedise.com 
www.mideastclub.com 
+ The State Theater + TT the Bear’s 
609 Congress St. + The Avalon 10 Brookline St., Cambridge 


www.liveatthestate.com 5 Lansdowne St. www.ttthebears.com 
617-262-2424 
+ Space Gallery Other: 
538 Congress St. + The Orpheum + Worcester Centrum Centre 
www.space538.org 1 Hamilton Place 50 Foster St., Worcester, MA. 
617-482-0650 508-755-6800 


BART AND GREG’S DVD EXPLOSION IS SO MUCH AWESOME 


BART & GREG'S 


DVD EXPLOSION! 


149 MAINE STREET, TONTINE MALL 
BRUNSWICK, ME 04011 
(207) 729-7825 


' 
Check out our website! 
It’s www.bartan com! 
Our entire catalog is on-line! 
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